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life with a faltering in what I aimed at.   I have a
secret fear of Edmund Lear's " They/'
It was my parents' gaiety, wit, and the unpr edict-
ableness of their actions that charmed all those who
knew them. My mother's tenacity is still proverbial
in Rome to-day. Under her fragile appearance> and
wistful personality, there existed a will of iron. In
the course of an historical book she was writing, my
mother needed a reproduction of a picture that hung
in a cloistered convent near Turin. Her friends
assured her that her book would go to press without
the picture, as she would never be able to obtain
permission to photograph it. She applied to Leo
XIII. He replied that the cloister was infrangible,
and that even he had no power to alter this. She
then went to King Umber to I, who, after the death
of Victor Emmanuel II, had ascended the throne
with his beautiful and much-loved wife, Queen
Margherita. He told my mother that she had his
authority, if the convent would consent to lower the
picture into the street. She obtained their consent*
A government order was granted to erect a closed
scaffolding on the street side of the convent, which
was done, to the great excitement and interest of all
the people round, as such a thing had never occurred
before* My mother arrived with two photographers
carrying their apparatus, and these two then climbed
up into the structure. The picture was lowered to
them by ropes through a window. It was photo-
graphed. Immediately after, it was hauled up again,
much, I expect, to the relief of the Mother Superior 1
The photographers then descended, the scaffolding
was dismantled, and my mother came back to Rome
triumphant,                                                      \